Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
the old generals—taller by two palms, a prodigious
swearer, and a very mighty man—remarked: "I cannot
understand it. He frightened me. His glance crushed me!"
So they opened the prison doors and let him go.
In all these differences with the plumed incompetents
of the French armies, this trying year, he had but one
friend; that is, besides his fiery young men, who had
only their swords and courage. And he was much criti-
cized for his alliance with this man of power, Augustin
Robespierre. He had joined hands,,as the Permons and
their like said, with Barras and Fr6ron, and now with the
two Robespierres, men of blood, when he had no stomach
for murder and little for vengeance. Indeed, when he came
up to Paris, a little later, and found this same Saliceti,
his betrayer, outlawed and hiding in the closet of his
friend, Madame Permon, he let him go. Numerous, too,
were the Royalists he at his own risk had saved. He was
naturally conscious of this magnanimity, and the
criticisms hurt. But to his resentment only once did he
give vent, to Marmont, who had more sagacity than
Junot and who had not yet shown the Judas stripes.
"Why can they not be practical?" he asked, as they
strode back from one of his new forts in the rain. "The
Revolution has been almost ruined by theorists. Every
crowned head in Europe is massing his troops against us
or intriguing with his spies within. They hate us because
they fear Liberty will cross our borders into theirs. The
Royalists are hatching plots, and many provinces have re-
volted. Firmness to the point of liberal executions is the
only thing that will stop insurrection. It is no wonder
that many have gone insane, that among others the inno-
cent have perished. Better that a few of these die than
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